



Where rude mifgouernd hands from windowes tops. 
Threw dull and rubbifh on King Richardthcad. 

Yorks. Then ("as I laid) the Duke great Budingbrook, 
Mounted vpon a hote and fierie ftcede, 

W hich his afpiring rider feemd to know 
With flow, but (lately pace kept on his courfe, 

While all tongues cride, God faue the Budingbrooks, 

You would haue thought the very Windowes fpakes 
§o many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafements darted their defiring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that all the Walles, 

With painted imagery had faydatonce, 

Iefu preferue the welcome Bullingbrooke , 

Whilft he from the one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Befpake them thus, I thanke you Countrymen : 

And thus dill doing, thus he pad along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard, where rides he the whilfi ? 
'Yorks, As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

After a well graced A<flor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did fcoule on gen tle Kicbard, no man cried God (aue hircu. 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome home, 

But dull was thrownevpon his facred head$- 
Which with fuch gentle forrow he fliooke off, 

His face (till combating with t.eares and (miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience-, 

That had not God forfome ftrong purpofe ftecld 
The hearts ofmen,they mull perforce haue melted. 

And Barbarifmeit fclfe haue pittied him: 

But heauen hath ahand in thefe euents, 

T o whole high will we bound our calme -contents, 

T o 'Bullingbrooke are we (worn e flibied now, 

Whofe (late and honour I for aye allow. 

Dut. Heere comes my lonne Aumerle. {Enter iXurn. 
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rtrk*. Aumerle that was, 

But that is loft, for being Richards V nend : 

And Madam, you rouft call him Rutland now ; ^ 

lam in Payment pledge for his tructh 

For aught 1 know' (my Lord) they do. 

Tork*. You will be there 1 know. 

Yea,lookft thou pale let me fee the writtmg. 

Aum. My Lord tis nothing. 

Yorks- No matter then who fecit, 

1 will be fatifned, let mee fee the wr itting. 

Aum. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter of fmall conference. 

Which for fome reafons I would not hauefeene. 

Yorks* Which for fome reafons (fir) Imeanetofec. 
Ifeare,Ifeare. 

Dut. What fliould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome band thathe is entredmto 
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That he is bound to? Wife, thouarta foole j 

Boy , let me fee the writting. 

do befeech you pardon me, I may not (hew it. 

Yorke. IwiUbefatiffiedjletmefeeit.IfayJ 

He finches it out of his bofome, and reads it. 

Treafon,fouletrcafon iyiUaine,traytor, flaue. 

Dut. What is the matter, my Lord ? * 

Xerke, Ho, who is within there i faddlc roy horle • 




